
This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 

We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 



at |http : //books . google . com/ 



a3M^3.\4 




HARVARD 
COLLEGE 
LIBRARY 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



POEMS. 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



^Pi— H^^Pi— tM—jy^a^^gg-^wqi . iL.ii.n jm 



O 



\ 



\ 



lSt) 



DAVID ,AKD SAMUEL: 



OTHER POEMS, 



ORIGINAL AND TRANSLATED. 



By JOHN ROBERTSON. 



' SEELET, JACKSON, AND HALLIDAY, 54 FLEET STREET. 
LONDON. MDCCCLIX. 

. ". I8S9 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



.J' 



Harvard College Library, 

29 June tSOl. 

From the Library of 

Hrof, H. W. QURNBYi 



Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



..«^ 



THE CANDID CRITIC TO THE BOOK. 

Alas ! the world is broad and high, 

And I have much to do. 
Forgive me, miracle^ if I 

Am all unjust to you. 
Your merits are so great, I ne'er 

Of praising jou should tire, 
Were I, as much as you are fair. 

At leisure to admire. 

And miracle, although you be 

A miracle indeed, 
Yet in this wondrous world we see 

So many of that breed ; 

b 
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THE CANDID CRITIC TO THE BOOK. 

So all unnumbered are their names 

Who claim acknowledgment. 
We make no question of jour claims, 

But all our praise is spent. 

We keep a welcome for his strain 

Who sang Babe Christabel, 
Let Glasgow's genius sing again, 

Whom publishers love well ; 
The sweetlj sadlj laboured song 

From Oxford sent we mark. 
And that ''not smooth but clear and strong ** 

Of Eversley's warm clerk. 

When he who' wears the laurel crown 

Long musing takes the Ijre, 
There runs a thrill across the town, 

Some mock and some admire. 
But with sweet qualms that burst in tears 

Full many a breast is stirred, 



THE CANDID CRITIC TO THE BOOK. vii 

As when by quaint King Richard's peers 
The Knight's Tale first was heard. 

If flowers must needs by millions spring. 

Then some unseen must blush ; 
Some birds must sing unheard that sing 

A score in every bush. 
But daisies blow and thrushes sing, 

Contented though unknown. 
Proud of the glory of the spring, 

And careless of their own. 

O Poet, build the idle rhyme. 

If rhymes beset thy brain ; 
We will not call it waste of time, 

Nor rudely hush the strain. 
Nature that cares not to exclude, 

That lets things have their course, 
Joins to the music of the wood 

Untutored notes and hoarse. 
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via THE CANDID CRITIC TO THE BOOK. 

Be thine the hoarse notes or the sweet, 

Sing, poet, and God speed thee ; 
For we have leisure to maltreat 

As little as to read thee. 
Sing, poet, and account it fame 

Some passer-by should say. 
Not waiting to inquire thj name, 

*' How Grubstreet rings to day !" 
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DAYID AND SAMUEL. 



Samuel the Seer sat hj himself and mourned, 

Because the House of Jacob went astray ; 

But all the land was fair with festival, 

For joy that Saul had smitten Amalek. 

On that day every Israelite rejoiced, 

But blind men mourned, and Samuel the Seer ; 

They, what their neighbours saw, not seeing, he 

Seeing much more. But they had joy in grief, 

For all men pitied them, and gently spoke ; 

But of the Seer they said, " Old age is sour ; 

'Tis zeal, no doubt : but if it were not zeal. 

When did an old man praise a young man's deeds ?" 

So said they, but he mourned and marked them not, 

As mourns and storms and sighs a wind at eve ; 

B 
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2 DAVID AKD BAMUEL. 

Nor marks what men say of him round their fires : 

" A family of kings, O Israel ! 
Of kings and priests thou wast — but that is past — 
When dooming to sharp death a wicked race, 
Jehovah called thee to the desert forth. 
He not disdaining to command thy host, 
Drilled thee to know His signal, when to halt 
And when to march, and to confide in Him, 
That when He bade thee charge thou might'st not 

doubt. 
Although a tenfold force against thee stood. 
Though rock or high-fenced wall forbade thy course. 
Or wide-spread stream, or loud unyielding sea. 
Ye were the executors of His will. 
His ministers of vengeance and arrest, 
The noise of whose approach disarmed the base. 
Giants and kings at your dread rumour quaked ; 
The gates of brass flew open ; the high walls 
Before the solemn million-voiced acclaim 
Crumbled to dust in tremor and alarm, 
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DAVID AND SAMUEL. 8 

Because jour hearts and hands were pure from 

guile, 
And no foul lust of plunder edged your swords. 
But Achan, hiding silver in his tent, 
With stones ye stoned, and with just fire consumed. 
And piled a heap above him to this day. 
Then for good work done fairly, and discharged, 
In gracious token of approval high, 
Jehovah gave you lands, and bade the clouds 
Bathe them in fruitful dews, and bade the sun 
Regard them from high heaven with ripening smile, 
And gave you corn and wine, and therewithal 
All blessings of the breasts and of the womb. 
Alas for you, unhappy children, now I 
Alas for Saul, your plunderer in chief I 
Not servants of Jehovah's dreadful will, 
Like the hot bolt riving the oak with haste. 
And leaping hungry back to heaven again ; 
Not servants now, but bloody, lustful thieves. 
Freebooters, sharing your ill-gotten spoils. 
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4 DAYID AND SAMUEL. 

Gorging jourselyes with the accursed thing, 
And making gain out of the wrath of God. 
O plundering Saul, thy God shall plunder thee ! 
O most religious man, thj G^ shall curse thee ! 
O thou tall king, the kingdom shall go from thee ! 
Alas ! what snaps the cord 'twixt me and thee ? 
Whj is it that I rage against thee, Saul, 
Thou glorious judge, mine own anointed king ? 

chief too proud ! thou puUest down thjself. 
Oh, be a shepherd, prince, we will be sheep ; 
Not asses made to bear thj load, and run 
Blindly where'er thou drivest, then for our sweat 
In double provender be basely paid. 

Tend us like sheep, prince ; drive us not like asses. 
Oh, just rebuke too late I yet much I fear 
The milder will not be the nobler king ; 

1 fear that strength still lives with waywardness. 
And master-spirits must be masterful. 

The voice speaks plain that Saul is king no more : 
Then be it so, the tribes shall be content. 
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DAVID AND SAMUEL. 5 

Buty ah ! not glorious as when led bj thee, 
Thou scourge of Ammon and of Amalek.** 

So mourned the prophet Samuel with himself. 
Vexed at the heart ; but to his question soon 
The awful answer of Jehovah came : 

" How long, O Samuel, wilt thou mourn for Saul ? 
Had not the son of Kish his strength from Me ? 
And shall he keep it still, rejecting Me ? 
Mourn not for Saul ; I have rejected him. 
But fill thy horn with oil, and go thy way 
To Bethlehem, unto the house of Jesse ; 
For I have chosen a king among his sons." 

And Samuel rode upon an ass, and went. 
He took a heifer with him, for he feared 
Lest Saul should learn the cause for which he went, 
And slay him ; so he purposed with himself 
To veil his secret errand with the mask 
Of sacrifice ; and on his way he went 
To where the sons of Judah tilled the land. 
He passed the city of the Jebusites, 
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6 DAYID AND SAMUEL. 

The olive-crowned hill, and saw the stream 
Of Kedron flowing round the sides of Sion — 
Chemosh was being worshipped in the vale — 
And came among the bare and dreary hills 
Of Bethlehem, where shepherds watched their flocks, 
And drank their sour milk on the bleak hill-sides. 
He saw beside the road a carcase lie 
Rotting, as of some beast by shepherds slain ; 
And in the valley marked the field of corn 
Where Ruth the Moabitess stood and gleaned. 
Till to the gates of Bethlehem he came. 

Now much which happened there the song omits. 
You do not need that I should tell you how 
The elders asked if he came peaceably, 
And he said, " Peaceably," and bade them come. 
And Jesse with his sons, to sacrifice. 
And how they came and found the feast prepared. 
For you yourselves may read it in the Book : 
But what I know which is not in the Book, 
That in few words is written down for you. 
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DAVID AND SAMUEL. 7 

When all the guests were come and all things 
ready, 
Waiting but for the pleasure of the Seer, 
Then Samuel took old Jesse by the hand, 
And said, "Come with me to another room." 
So the old men rose together and went out. 
Then Samuel said, " What say'st thou of thy sons f 
Hast thou one able to serve well the state, 
Prudent in policy and brave in war?" 
And Jesse said, " Let Saul but try my sons, 
And if they please him as they please their father. 
No king was e'er so served as he will be : 
They're good lads one and all, that shall he find.' 
But the eldest is the pride of all the tribe ; 
He haai a will ; all fear him — e'en his father. 
I would not boast ; but. Prophet, through the land 
Ask any sweating reaper in the vale. 
Or shepherd on the hill-side, of my son. 
But if thou would'st his merit know at full. 
The Philistines shall teU thee best of all." 
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8 DAYID AND SAMUEL. 

And Samuel said, ** I praj you call him in ;'' 
So Jesse went and brought him in with pride. 

Tall was Eliab, strong, impatient, shrewd, 
Like one who well can speak, but better act. 
And Samuel spoke thus to his secret soul : 
'' This is the man, this is the man we want; 
If I myself had been but such a man, 
Able to fight as well as prophesy. 
The people might have never sought a king.*' 
Straightway the answer of Jehovah came : 
^'Look not upon the countenance nor height. 
For Saul is taller by the head than this ; 
I look not on the face, but on the heart." 

Then Samuel said, " Young man, thou know'st me 
well, 
I am Jehovah's servant from my youth. 
When I was yet a child, all Israel knows 
How from the mercy-seat He moved by night. 
And stood beside me as I slept, and spoke ; 
Then half awake, and in that quiet place. 
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DAVID AND SAMUEL. 

Not often wont to hear a stranger's voice, 
I rubbed my eyes and went to Eli's bed. 
Since then I do Jehovah's bidding still, 
And have judged Israel till ye chose a king. 
Now since the king a traitor proves, again 
Jehovah to the old man's bedside comes ; 
The old man hears the voice that woke the child ; 
And restlessly I wander up and down, 
Asking, * What help ?' of young alike and old. 
Speak ! thou art good, and wise, and strong in arms. 
Wisdom in young men have I rarely found. 
Yet gladlier have I found it than much wealth; 
Wise youth has wisdom to wise age denied." 
Eliab said, " Thou talk'st not with a boy ; 
I am the eldest of my father's house ; 
Nor was I reared in chapels among priests 
And women, doing always the same things, 
But in the camp with princes and with knights, 
Familiar with high arguments of state. 
Listen, old man ! I will explain at full 
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10 OAYID AND SAMUEL. 

This matter, not as Levites dream of it, 
But as 'tis known to men who walk the world. 
Well-meaning art thou, and canst well exhort ; 
We are much bound to thee ; but in thj youth 
Men had not learned the way to rule a state. 
King Saul has taught us much ; but his last act, 
Offending madlj all religious men, 
And waking up Jehovah's jealousy, 
May shake his throne, if I can judge of things. 
Great changes are at hand, and I am glad 
To see the prophet bend his steps this way. 
Thou blamest Saul ; but canst thou be surprised 
That Benjamin should prove a ravening wolf? 
What said our father Jacob when he died ? 
To whom gave he the sceptre ? and from whom 
Said he the lawgiver should ne'er depart ? 
Spoke he of Benjamin or Judah thus ? 
Rightly thou comest to Judah, and be sure 
The sons of Israel will ne'er allow 
Supremacy to any other tribe 
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Than that their father on his death-bed named ; 
Nor any tribe will awe the Philistines 
Save Judah couching here among the rocks 
liike a young lion — who shall stir him up ? — 
And showing his red eyes along the ridge, 
When hunger drives him towards the fruitful plain^ 
The grazing cattle and the works of men. 
If Saul must fall, in Judah find a king. 
The heir of some great household of our tribe, 
Known to the tribe, able to rule, to fight, 
Of noble presence and illustrious name, 
May build a throne which aU the tribes shall trust, 
Uniting round it 'gainst the foreign foe : 
Thou, by thy favour with the common herd, 
And with Jehovah, might'st make such a king ; 
Might'st set upon the throne a sovereign bound 
For ever by sure bands of gratitude 
Unto Jehovah, and His priests, and thee." 
Weak as an echo fell the wasted speech 
Upon the prophet's uninstructed sense, 
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12 DATID AKD SAMUEL. 

And plainlj in his soul Jehovah said, 

" I have rejected him from being king.** 

Then Samuel turned to Jesse again, and said, 

" I pray thee let me see thy other sons ; " 

And Jesse answered nothing, but went out. 

Soon came they in, their father after them. 

Full many sons had Jesse, tall and fair. 

His pride and joy, for in their lively looks 

He saw the coloured picture of his youth. 

As in the sculptured writing on his cheeks 

They read the prophecy of their old age. 

Fair were they all, but differently fair ; 

Nor loved they the same things to do ; for one 

Lived among dogs, beating the woods for prey : 

He little spoke that day, but with rough voice. 

Blushing. One loved rich dress and scented locks. 

And studied attitudes in courtly throng. 

And soft- phrased Hebrew poured in maiden's ear ; 

Of whitest skin, nice features, mien assured. 

One loved the camp and troops of armed men, 
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DAym AND SAMUEL. 13 

To hear the tale of Samson and his bone, 

To lie in ambush, to surprise the foe, 

To watch the plain from the hill- top, and dream 

Of battle in the streets of Ashdod town. 

Of smiting idol Dagon with his axe. 

And parting fish from man, while overhead 

The sun a little longer held his torch. 

And the pleased moon, to aid the holy work, 

As when they stayed at Joshua's command. 

And one, best-lored, dreamed not nor much desired. 

But did what lay before him day by day. 

And found in life itself enough for life. 

So Samuel talked with these well-pleased, and smiled 

And sighed, for his own children pleased him not ; 

Yet doubted as he talked, and to himself 

Said often, " Has Jehorah chosen these ?" 

And then to Jesse, "Are these all thy sons?" 

And Jesse said, " These are my sons, O Seer ; 

Choose which of them thou wilt to serve the state. 

But leave the rest to cheer me in my age." 
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14 DAVID AND SAMUEL. 

Then one of them took Jesse up — the one 
Whom all loved best — and said, " Father, the Seer 
Perhaps would see my brother David too ; 
Let me go fetch him : he is with the sheep." . 
Then said Eliab, ^< Fetch not David here ; 
The guests are waiting, and the Seer would dine, 
Keep him not here to talk with forward boys. 
Therefore I sent the lad abroad to-day, 
Because he will not learn to know his place ; 
Though much he begged that he might see the Seer." 
But Samuel spoke in haste, " Let him be fetched. 
For we will not sit down till he be come." 
Then while they went for David, Jesse talked. — 
" Nay, nay, there is no mischief in the lad. 
Save some wild fancies — only give him time, — 
And something too much skill to play the harp. 
Which makes men spoil him: I named him not, for 

these 
Are older, he a boy ; yet well I knew 
That fame seeks him more than the others fame. 
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DAVID AND SAHUSL. 15 

And then the songs he makes ! all Judah sings them. 

Then let him come, he cannot be concealed ; 

E'en thou in Ramah may'st hare heard his song, 

* Jehovah is my Shepherd, He shall feed me.' 

He dreams strange dreams, yet hear him tell his 

dreams, 
Tould swear he only waked, all others slept. 
I know not ; what the others see, he sees 
!No less, and what the others do, can do. 
Some say he lives not in this world at all ; 
And yet a pretty face would make him mad. 
And break his sleep ere he had heard of love ; 
But now he woos like one who lives indeed, 
And makes love-songs for all the shepherd-boys. 
The change of boy to man is great ; let now 
The whetstone of dire need but give him edge, 
Oh, men shall call this dreamer dangerous — 
So well he loves, so well he hates, so firm 
His will, his sight so piercing I" Thus he talked. 
Then David came and stood before the Seer, 
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16 DAVID AND 8AXUEL. 

Bright-ejedy a joy to look at ; and the Seer, 

Listening intent while Jesse spoke, drew forth. 

Unthinking, from the deep folds of his robe, 

So that all saw, the horn of sacred oiL 

Only Eliab started at the sight, 

For onlj he could guess why Samuel came. 

Knowing how bitterly he spoke to Saul, 

And what he said when the king tore his skirt. 

The Seer eyed David, greatly moved, and said, — 

*^ My son, we hold high consultation here. 

Jehovah bade me to thy father come. 

And with his sons, since Saul a traitor proves, 

Talk about state affairs. Speak now thy mind. 

And be not thou afraid though thou be young. 

Wisdom is not the child of time alone, 

Nor in much knowledge and experience lives. 

But in experience has completion full. 

Experience without wisdom is but dead. 

Wisdom without experience still is wisdom. 

Speak on, and He who doth thy harpstrings teach 
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DAVID AND SAMUEL. 17 

To render sweetest music to thj touch, 
Shaming the practised harper's learned hand, 
Put words into thy mouth, as once in mine ; 
Though Hophni jested at my childish tongue, 
And Phinehas called the midnight voice a dream. 
So at thy fancies wild these sneered but now." 

The Prophet ceased, and David stood confused — 
Forward with great men, bashful with the wise — 
Until Jehovah said, " Speak out thy thought ! " 
Then David answered, " Nay, my thoughts are vain. 
Empty and vain, — the dreamings of a child." 
But sternly said Jehovah, " Call not vain 
The thoughts that rise in thee. Full well thou know'st 
The beatings of the heart are mine, and mine 
The thoughts that cross the dark like shooting lights ; 
And mine the steadfast signs that I have set 
Within the soul for sun, and moon, and stars. 
He mocks at Me who is ashamed of these. 
Wherefore I charge thee utter all thy thought." 
Then David raised his head and clearly spoke, 

c 
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18 DAVID AND aAKUEL. 

As speaks a trumpet when two armies wait. — 

** O Prophet, never audibly to me, 

That for an Eli's I could take the voice, 

Jehovah spoke by night or in the day. 

Unhappy they who never heard Him speak, 

But happiest who at midnight and at noon. 

And through the blackening and the whitening dusk, 

Hear Him whose word eternally proceeds. 

For thee He broke the silence of the night, 

Yet can His word be with the silence mixed, 

As light is mixed in the unretreating air. 

I nothing know of states and policies, 

But on the hills I see Jehovah walk, 

Dressed like a shepherd ; in his hand a crook. 

And round Him like a flock all things that live : 

I see Him in the city like a king ; 

At home He wears my father's countenance. 

But here, and in the city and the folds, 

I hear His law for evermore proclaimed. 

And a sweet tune, like incense, upward rise — 
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DAYID AND SAMUEL. 19 

A sweet, low tune, that ever upward mounts, 

From all that moves consenting to His will. 

My own heart sings, and oft my tongue must sing. 

And though thou seest I am a shepherd boy, 

Not knowing aught of states and policies. 

Yet this I know, that still Jehovah rules, 

And still to execute His will is life. 

And aU goes wrong if it be left undone. 

Then war's loud hammers beat the city gate. 

And those within are to their wits' end driven : 

Old men are fools, and young men insolent ; 

Warriors shed blood with ease, but spare their own ; 

The judge takes bribes ; false scales are in the shop ; 

And priestly tongues are musical with lies. 

So thinks a shepherd boy about the state. 

O Seer, thou know'st far more of this than I." 

But Samuel clutched his horn, and still delayed : 
He said, ** I fear thy tongue is too well placed. 
O thou young man ! to talk, to sing, is well. 
But these bad times have need of other arts. 



Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



20 DAVID AND SAMUEL. . 

Will thj nice harp sack Gaza, or thj tongue 
Purge the foul venom of idolatrous Gath ? 
Dost thou fear death, young man, or fear it not ?" 
Then said his brother — he, the best-beloved — 
" Upon the hills, where feed our father's flocks. 
Lie yet two shapeless lumps of rotting flesh — 
Thou may'st have seen them. Prophet, on thy road — 
And yonder in the hall there hang two skins, 
One tawny, one dark brown. But two days since 
A lion and a bear upon the fold. 
In slumbrous noon, when all the hills were hushed. 
Together stole, with famine in their eyes. 
And roused our dreaming shepherd where he lay. 
Half charmed to sleep by his own tuneful spells. 
These, Seer, no crowding rabble from the town. 
With hunting-spears, and steeds, and barking dogs, 
And shout of boys let loose from school, o'ercame ; — 
The shepherd slew them, laying by his reed. 
And yesterday our townsmen all went forth 
And gazed upon the carcases, and ranged 
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DAVID AND SAMUEL. 21 

Their maidens, eacL with timbrel in her hand, 
And brought him home with song, bearing the skins. 
Bat how he slew them no man understands." 
Then said the old man, Samuel the Seer, 
" Ha ! fight no more with bears, exult henceforth,— 
Henceforth for other triumphs weave the song ; 
For now One whispers me, and plainly says. 
The Lord's anointed is before mine eyes. 
And He has given me to find the man 
Whom every Israelite desires to see, 
When from the sea- side swarm the Philistines, 
And Israel wants a leader for her hosts ; 
Even so the silly sheep whom thou hast left 
Huddled together, bleat for thee, when near 
The lion waits to spring, or hungry bear 
Grumbles and whines, and stretches out his paws. 
David, be thou our leader ; under thee 
The warring tribes shall know their brotherhood. 
On yonder mountain of the Jebusites, 
Defended by the olive- wreathed height. 
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22 DAVID AND SAMUEL. 

Entrenched bj the twin-vales, and by the spring 

Perennial of Siloa saved from drought, 

There shall the lion of thj Judah dwell, 

Led bj thj hand beside thy lambs ; and there 

The wolf of Gibeah and buffalo 

Of Ephraim shall lick thj regal feet ; 

The spreading boughs of Naphtali shall shade thee, 

And Issachar's strong back thj burdens bear ; 

For in the holy mountain of the Lord 

Shall be no slaughter and no spiteful hurt. 

Make suit, Eliab, for thj brother's grace. 

Down, Jesse, down, and kiss thy sovereign's hand. 

God save King David, our young shepherd king ! 

Boy, thou shalt be a hero ; though till now. 
Beaming the huge sides of the hills by day, 
And watching by thy folded flocks by night. 
Shaming the sweet-voiced birds with sweeter song, 
And warning off the lion, thy young hands 
Have borne no weapon but the leathern sling. 
And ta'en no spoil but from the backs of beasts ; 
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Henceforth, if thou would'st sing, sing thine own deeds, 

And praise thy God for teaching thee to fight : 

For He shall give to thee the mighty spear 

Of Joshua, and rich song of Deborah ; 

And thou shalt teach thy countrymen to string 

The bow before the battle, and the harp 

At the high feast of victory ; and when 

The Levites in the temple praise the Lord — 

That temple neither thou nor I shall see — 

Though with thy fathers thou art laid to sleep. 

And sons of thine are seated on thy throne, 

For wisdom famed in utmost Araby, 

The song shall still be of thy triumphs high. 

And of thy sorrows ; thou shalt weep for all 

Who are afflicted in all time to come. 

And render thanks for all that they enjoy, 

Till thy Son comes, who intercedes for all." 

And thereupon the Seer broke off his speech. 
Astonished at the sound of his own words ; 
And over David's locks, the golden crown 
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Of his ingenuous beauty, to his neck, 
And down the flushing scarlet of his cheeks, 
And blinding the blue brightness of his eye, 
Streamed the rich flattery of king-niaking oil. 
And all the rest looked on, in silence hushed. 
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JEHOVAH. 



Jehovah, though from age to age we roam, 
From age to age Thou still hast been our home ; 

For Thou art God, Jehovah — Thou, before 
The mountains out of the great deep were reared. 
Before the heavens and the earth appeared, 
Art God for evermore. 

n. 

Thou tamest man to nothing ; and again 
Thou sajest, " O return, ye sons of men !" 
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To Thee the passing of a thousand years 
Is as the memorj of yesterday — 
Is as the midnight hour that stole away, 
When men awake, appears. 

m. 

Thou earnest men away as with a stream ; 
They vanish like the people of a dream. 

As grass which in the morn is green and gay, 
Which spreads its streamers to the happy morn : 
But in the evening those gay locks are shorn, 
That greenness fled away. 

IV. 

Ay me I Thine anger wastes us even so, 
And Thy displeasure deals us dole and woe ; 
For all our failings are before Thy sight : 
Yea, all the secret sins our bosoms knew 
In Thy bright countenance are brought to view, 
Detected by Thy hght. 
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V. 

And in Thy wrath our idle lives are gone, 
Our idle years are told out one by one, 

To each man being told threescore and ten : 
Or if through strength men come to fourscore years, 
Oh, idle strength ! so much more grief and tears 
Till death, — nor long till then. 

VI. 

Ah ! who can tell how far Thy wrath will go ? 
Ah ! who the terror of Thy wrath can know ? 

Let us not number out our days in vain, 
But every day endeavour to be wise. 
Return at last, and let us in Thine eyes 
Find favour once again. 

VII. 

Fill us with mercy, till our thirst is stayed : 
O fill us early, that our souls be made 
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Happj and glad in hours that jet remain. 
Appoint us days of joy for days of grief, 
And one sweet year of full entire relief 
For every year of pain. 

vin. 

Unto Thy servants let Thy work appear, 
And Thy great goodness to their sons be clear, 

And Thy fair beauty as a garland be 
About our heads ; so what we do shall stand, 
So the endeavours of our faltering hand 
Be ratified by Thee. 
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LAW. 



The heaTens above declare 
The praise of God the Maker's majesty ; 

Yon vaulted ceiling fair 
Proclaims, " How wise was He who fashioned me ! " 

Day uttereth speech to day, 
Night unto night discourseth lore profound ; 

Their voices have made way 
Where'er is language or articulate sound : 

The words they have to say 
Are gone into all lands the world around. 
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God in the heavens doth pitch 
A tabernacle for the glorious sun, 

Whence as a bridegroom rich 
He comesy and as a racer prompt to run. 

At one end of the sky 
He starts, and at the other end he stays ; 

Nought that below doth lie 
Is hidden from the quickening of his rays. 

ni. 

God's precepts do not err, 
They do convert and guide the inmost part ; 

His statutes are sincere, 
And so do stand approved before the heart. 

What He proclaims is sure, 
And His instructions make the simple wise ; 

What He conmiands is pure, 
And poureth light upon the darkened eyes. 
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IV. 



Who fears Him cleanly lives, 
And shall for ever in His sight abide ; 

He, when He sentence gives, 
Doth truly iand indifferently decide. 

More precious far than gold 
His sentence, though the gold right precious be, 

And sweeter far I hold 
Than all the hived-up sweetness of the bee. 



Who serves Him, this shall guide ; 
In keeping of it there is great reward. 

How oft we step aside, 
Ah ! who can tell ? From secret faults, O Lord, 

Make Thou Thy servant clean. 
And guard Thy servant from presumptuous sin, 

Nor suffer it to reign. 
Nor hold dominion o'er my heart within. 

D 
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VI. 



So shall I never trip, 
Nor ever into the great treason fall ; 

Each word upon mj lip. 
My inner meditations each and all, 

O make them to be pare, 
And able to abide Thy scrutiny, 

O Refuge, strong and sure, 
setter of Thy captive people free ! 
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THE KING. 



The king shall triumph in Thy strength made strong, 
He shall exult hy Thee secured from wrong ; 

For Thou hast given him all his heart's desire, 
And crowned him with a crown of purest gold : 
Yea ! nought that he required didst Thou withhold, 

But gayest all things ere he could require. 

n. 

He asked Thee once that Thou wouldst let him live, 
And life for everlasting Thou didst give. 
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Great is his glory rescued thus by Thee ! 
Honour and praise upon him Thou hast laid, 
Blessed, most blessed, Thou Thy king hast made, 

For Thou hast given him Thine own face to see. 

ni. 

The king hath confidence in God Most High, 
Trusting that through His grace he shall not die. 

Shall not Thy hand find out Thine enemies, 
That love Thee not ? Thy hand shall find them out, 
Jehovah I Thou shalt make the impious rout 

Bum like an oven when Thy wrath doth rise. 

rv. 

Their sons shalt Thou destroy from off the earth. 
And sweep away their ofi^spring from the birth. 

For they intended mischief against Thee. 
A mischievous device is in their mind, 
But how to practise it they shall not find. 

Oh, lightly shall they turn their backs and flee 
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When Thou shalt fit Thine arrow to the string, 
And towards their face bid the light shaft take wing. 

Rise, then, in Thine own majesty, oh, rise 
Jehovah ! — so shall we Thj people sing. 
And homage of loud-uttered praise shall bring, 

Seeing Thy mighty acts with our own eyes. 
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THE SHEPHERD. 

Jehovah is my Shepherd ; He shall feed me. 

In pastures green He maketh me to lie, 

And where the silent waters wander by ; 

He doth restore my spirit, He doth lead me, 

Yea, for His own great name's sake He doth speed me. 

Treading the paths of truth and equity. 

Oh ! I will travel all undoubtingly 

The vale of death's dark shade, for Thou shalt heed me. 

And with Thy rod and staff shalt comfort me. 

Thou feed'st me daintily before my foes. 

And with Thine oil Thou mak'st my face to shine. 

And pour'st Thy wine until my cup o'erflows. 

Such favour, while I live, shall still be mine, 

And in Jehovah's house my home shall be. ' 
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THE INHERITANCE OF THE JUST. 



Fbet not thyself, and let him be, 

And let the thriving sinner pass ; 
The blight shall slaj him presently, 

The scythe shall mow him down like grass. 
Trust in Jehovah, thou, and do thou good ; 
He shall make room for thee, and find thee food. 

II. 

Only in Him be thy delight, 

And He shall give thee all thy prayer ; 
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He in the end shall do thee right, 
Onlj on Him cast all thj care. 
He in the end shall make thy truth appear, 
And thy just dealing as the noonday clear. 

in. 

Rest thou in Him, and patiently, 
Abide thou patiently His will ; 
Fret not thyself, but let him be : 
Hush ! let the sinner take his fill. 
Beware of wrath and anger, O beware ! 
Fret not thyself, nor wish his lot to share. 

rv. 

Soon shall the sinner's day be done. 

And then — oh, well for those that wait ! 
The sinners all are gone, and gone 
Every remembrance of their state. 
Earth's riches to the quiet spirits fall, 
They drink their fill of rest, yet drink not all. 
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When villains gnash at honest men 

The dangerous teeth of dire dislike, 
Jehovah laughs to see e'en then 

The sword of justice raised to strike ; 
When villains draw the sword and bend the bow, 
To slay the just and lay the needy low, 

VI. 

That sword shall pierce their own false heart, 

That dreaded bow shall burst in twain : 
Be mine the good man's humbler part, 
For all the wealth that bad men gain. 
The bad have arms — that fail them at their need. 
The good have nothing — but their God to speed. 

VII. 

Whate'er may chance He knows it all ; 
For evermore the land is theirs ; 



Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



42 THE IKHEBITAKCE OF THE JUST. 

Thej fear no shame when ill days fall, 
In days of dearth no anxious cares. 
Bui bad men pass like smoke ; God's enemies 
Shall melt as melts the fat in sacrifice. 

vin. 

They shall consume like smoke away, 

They shall consume — What? honest men 
Give freely of their wealth, but they 
Take freely, and pay nought again ! 
And yet, and yet His chosen shall be heirs ; 
Whom He doth curse, the land shall not be theirs. 

IX. 

Jehovah is the good man's guide 

And friend along the dangerous ways ; 
He falls not, if sometimes he slide, 
So kind an arm the pilgrim stays. 
Old as I am, just man forsaken yet. 
Or his sons begging bread, I have not met. 
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For he can pity and can lend, 

Therefore his house continues long : 
Wouldst thou thy house should know no end ? 
Choose thou the good, and hate the wrong. 
Jehovah loves to walk in just men's halls. 
But when the unjust man builds a house it falls. 

XI. 

For evermore the land is theirs, 

Whose speech is wise, whose tongue sincere : 
He who God's law within him bears, 
His steps are sure, his path is clear. 
The ungodly man with poisoned words would hit him, 
Jehovah still stands by him to acquit him. 

XII. 

Hope thou in Him, keep thou His way, 
In time the land shall be thine own ; 
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Thyself shall see the bad decay ; 

The bad in power I too have known — 
Alas ! the fair tree I so late had seen, 
I could not find the place where it had been. 

XIII. 

Keep clean thy hands, do still the right, 

This at the last shall bring thee peace ; 
The lawbreaker shall vanish quite. 
The ungodly at the last shall cease. 
The just man's safety in Jehovah lies. 
And all his comforts when bad times arise. 

XIV. 

Jehovah by His people stands, 

Jehovah still His own shall guard. 
From malice of ungodly hands 

Over His own keep watch and ward. 
Over His own the Lord shall watch and wake, 
Because they dare for guardian Him to take. 
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THE CITY OF GOD. 



God is our refuge, God is our stronghold, 
A very present help in need is He. 
We will not fear, although the rocks be rolled 
Into the midst of the devouring sea ; 
We will not fear, though earth herself should flee ; 
And though the roaring ocean should uprear 
His waves in multitudinous mutiny, 
Till with the hurlyburly far and near 
The roots of the huge hills should shake, we will not 
fear. 
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II. 

There is a stream whose soft abundant gliding 
Makes ever glad the city of the Lord, 
The holy mountain of the Lord's abiding ; 
God in the midst of her keeps watch and ward. 
Sure help shall he, right speedj help, afford. 
Nations were wroth, and kings and governments, 
But the earth melted when His thunder roared. 
The Lord of Sabaoth is our defence. 
The mighty God of Jacob our sure confidence. 

III. 

Come hither, and behold how He doth fight, 
And what destruction He makes everywhere ! 
He hath slain slaughter, and put flight to flight ; 
He breaks the bow and snaps in twain the spear. 
And bums the car, and saith, '' Be still and fear ! 
For I am God, and my omnipotence 
Unto the furthest Gentiles shall appear." 
The Lord of Sabaoth is our defence, 
The mighty God of Jacob our sure confidence. 
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REPENTANCE. 



God, Thou art kind ; have mercy upon me ! 
Blot out my fault ; be what Thou lov'st to be. 
Wash my injustice from my hands, I pray ! 

wipe the foulness of my deed away ! 
Would I deny the deed that I have wrought? 
Alas ! it is for ever in my thought. 

1 have wronged Thee, O Lord, and Thee alone ; 
Base in Thy sight is that which I have done. 
Against Thy words I cavil but in vain. 

And Thy reproof is just, though I complain. 

Sure in my very making was a flaw. 
And some perverseness from the womb I draw ; 
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Yet Thou wilt have me honest at the heart. 
Wise in my inmost undiscovered part. 
Thou hast some soap can make me clean, I know. 
And Thou canst me wash me whiter than the snow. 
After Thy hard rebukes cheer me once more, 
Thou who hast broken all mj bones, restore ; 
That brightness of Thy face that shames me so, 
O hide ! O let mj past transgressions go ! 
Give me a heart more single and more true. 
That I may justly think and feel anew ; 
Nor from Thy presence bid me to depart. 
Nor from Thy holy heart divorce my heart ; 
Rather in that safe wedlock stablish me. 
And let Thy strengthening spirit set me free : 
Then to the wicked will I teach Thy ways. 
And teach the impious tongue to speak Thy praise. 

O God I who art alone my happiness, 
Relieve, relieve me from bloodguiltiness ; 
Then shall Thy righteousness be my high story. 
Unseal my lips, and they shall give Thee glory. 
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Thou carest not for sacrifice, I see ; 
The broken flesh of beasts delights not Thee, 
Else would I give Thee these ; but I will kill 
For Thee a meat Thou rather lovest, — a will, 
A broken will, O Lord, and slain desire 
Burn fragrantly upon Thine altar-fire. 

So, of Thy goodness, kind to Sion be ; 
O build high walls of strong stability 
For Thy Jerusalem, that Thou therein. 
With sacrifice sincere and pure from sin. 
With burnt oblations duly may'st be paid, 
May'st see, well pleased, whole burnt oblations made. 
And see young bullocks on Thine altar laid. 
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THE FATHER. 



Speak thou on thy Jehovah's name, O heart, 
On that thrice sacred name, O inmost part, 

Speak thou a blessing, all my spirit, speak ! 
Forget thou not His benefits to thee. 
Who from the sins that chain thee sets thee free. 

And strengthens thee again when thou art weak ; 



Who paid thy ransom when the grave had bound thee. 
And with the garland of His mercy crown'd thee. 
The fair, fresh garland of his tenderness ; 
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Who feedeth tliee till thou canst want no more, 
And doth to thee thy youth again restore, 
The youth of eagles and their lustiness. 

lU. 

Justly and righteously He doth redress 

The wrongs of those whom wicked men oppress ; 

To Moses He made known that He doth so ; 
To Israel's sons He opened all His mind^ 
That He is good, considerate, and kind, 

And full of pity, but to anger slow ; 

IV. 

And that He cares not evermore to chide. 
And that His anger does not long abide. 

And that He does not take us at our worth, 
Nor will to our offences be severe ; 
But that His love is high to them that fear, — 

Yea, high as is the heaven above the earth ! 
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V. 



Far as the rising from the setting day, 
So far hath He removed our sins away ; 

His pity nnto them that fear His name 
Is like a father's pity for his own ; 
The work of His own hands to Him is known, 

And He remembers how from dust we came. 

VI. 

Man is a blade of grass that lives an hour, 
His lifetime is the lifetime of a flower, 

So long he flourisheth, so soon he dies ; 
For when the silent-wandering winds pass o'er. 
The place that knew it knows it now no more. 

And it is perished while the chill breath flies. 

VII. 

But before all beginnings had begun. 
And when all endings ended are and done, 
The mercy of the Lord was, is, and stays. 
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All He liath promised fairlj to fulfil 
To them that fear Him and their children still 
And to their sons' sons in all future days ; 

vni. 

To such as keep the treaty that He made, 
And guard the eternal laws that He hath laid, 

Remembering them, and guarding them with care. 
Jehovah in the heavens has fixed His throne. 
Thereon He sits for ever and alone ; 

He ruleth over all things seated there. 

IX. 

Bless ye the Lord, O ministers of His, 
Uncounted, unresisted energies, 

That do His will, that hearken to His voice. 
Bless Him, thought-executing angel band ! 
Bless Him, all works, all creatures of His hand ! 

Bless Him, my soul — bless, bless Him, and rejoice ! 
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THE COSMOS. 



Awake, my soul, Jehovah's praise to sound ! 

O Lord my God, Thou art exceeding great. 
With honour and with worship Thou art crown'd, 

And art arrayed in majesty and state. 
Thou rob'st Thyself in light as in a vest, 

And spreadest the blue awning of tha sky ; 
Thy chambers in the waves Thou stablishest, 

Thy chariots are the clouds that roll on high ; 
The winds, when Thou would'st fly, lend Thee their 
wings. 

The eager gusts upon Thine errands pant. 
The blue slant-streaming flash Thine answer brings. 

The zealous lightning is Thy pursuivant. 
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n. 

Thou madest fast the solid-rooted ground, 

That it for evermore its place should keep ; 
Then with the deep Thou didst enwi'ap it round. 

The highest hills were subject to the deep. 
The deep again at Thy rebuking fled, 

And hastened from the hearing of Thy thunder, 
Till from the waves the mountains heaved their head, 

And the wide vales appeared stretched out thereunder ; 
There didst Thou hedge the wayward waters in, 

That they should ne'er again their bounds o'erleap, 
Nor e'er again their ancient empire win. 

To hide fat fields in wasteful waters deep. 

in. 

The runnels that are heard adown the hill, 
Into the vale from point to point descending, 

Whereto all creatures come and drink their fill. 
Where the wild asses troop, are of Thy sending ; 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



56 THE C08X08. ' 

Every light bird the blue sky knows they know, 

They hear the nested birds in tree-tops sing. 
Thine are the caves from whence they dash below. 

And brooks which to the valleys fatness bring ; 
Thine is the grass which grows for silly sheep 

Into their mouths, and herb that man requires, 
That from the earth his harvest he may reap, 

And make therefrom the food his soul desires, — 
May make therefrom the bread by which he lives, 

The anointing oil which makes his face to shine, 
And reap the vintage of the grape which gives 

The care-beguiling, merrymaking wine. 

IV. 

Thy trees are full of sap in Lebanon ; 

Birds build there ; storks about the pine-tops flock ; 
The chamois loves the mountains high and lone. 

The conies the dark caverns of the rock. 
Thou mad'st the moon the careless days to mark, 

And shoVdst the setting sun his time to keep; 
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Thou wrap'st o'er all the imixieasurable dark. 

When all fierce creatures rouse themselves from 



Seeking their prey, the lions walk the night. 

Seeking from Thee their meat until the daj ; 
At once they rush together at the sight, 

And flee in caves their tired limbs to lay ; 
Then, rising to his work, Man goes abroad, 

And to his toil until the evening fall. 
How many things Thy hands have made, O Lord ! 

How cunningly Thy hands have made them all ! 

V. 

Earth with Thy wealth is stocked, but Thou hast 
more; 

Where the unbounded plain of Ocean lies 
Strange creeping creatures live in countless store. 

Some glancing small, some floating huge of size. 
There move the winged ships, and there at will 

Sports the huge whale, rough playmate of the sea ; 
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All, as they move, watching Thine eyebrow still, 

Expecting all their daily food from Thee. 
Thy gifts to them are their prosperity, 

The opening of Thy hand sustains their breath. 
The hiding of Thy face is misery, 

Thy taking back their breath again is death. 
Until again Thy breath goes forth from Thee, 

Upsprings at once a new-created race ; 
And Thou renew'st, as it was wont to be, 

With Thy warm spirit the Earth's drooping face. 

VI. 

Jehovah's glory never shall grow dim. 

For ever in his creatures He shall rest ; . 
The earth shall tremble at the look of Him, 

The mountains smoke if He but touch their crest. 
And I will sing His praise until I die. 

Will sing His praise until I cease to be ; 
In thought of Him my happiness shall lie, 

My gladness in Jehovah still shall be ! 
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Oh I let the simiers from the land depart, 
And let the wicked men no more appear, 

But praise Jehovah's name, O thou mj heart, 
And praise Jehovah's name, all je that hear ! 
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THE TALISMAN. 

He whom the temple of the Highest hides 
Under the shadow of His might abides. 
Thus of the Lord Jehovah will I say. 
He is mj sanctuary and my stay, 
He is my God ; in Him my trust shall be ; 
He, O my heart, shall surely rescue thee, 
Although the hunter spread for thee the snare, 
Or pestilence approach thee through the air ; 
He his wide plumes shall spread for covering. 
And thou shalt love the safety of His wing. 
His truth shall be a buckler to thy breast ; 
Therefore thy heart shall taste continual rest. 
Whatever terrors rustle in the dark. 
Or arrows fly at noontide to their mark. 
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The down-looked Pestilence tkat shuns the sight, 

Nor brazen Mischief that affronts the light, 

Thou shalt not fear ; albeit at thj side 

There fall a thousand, be not terrified ; 

And though at thj right hand ten thousand die, 

Be of good courage, it shall not come nigh I 

Yea, with thine own ejes thou shalt see and learn 

What wages of their work the unrighteous earn. 

Because the Lord in whom my soul confides 
Has been the home wherein thy soul resides, 
No evil shall befall thee, and no harm. 
Nor any plague come nigh thee to alarm ; 
For He shall charge His angels to have care 
Of all thy ways, and with kind hand upbear. 
Lest thou should'st dash thy foot against a stone. 
The aweless lion thou shalt tread upon, — 
Spurn with thy heel the lion in his might, 
And lightly esteem the wreathed adder's bite. 

Because Myself hath been his heart's desire, 
I will deliver him, I will lift him higher. 
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Because in My great name he doth rejoice^ 
Ij when he calleth Me, will hear his voice. 
If troubles come to him, I will be by, 
I will deliver him, I will lift him high ; 
Keep him in life until he pray to go, 
And all the mystery of my mercy show. 
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THE CHURCH. 



O God, we worship Thee, 

Confessing Thee to be 
Master and Lord, Thee onlj we adore ! 

The Earth with wide acclaim 

Thunders the dearest name 
Of Father, Father, now and evermore ; 

The multitudinous cry 

Of the organ-throated sky 
Cherub and Seraph with one voice outpour : 

" Holy, Thy Name," they shout, 

" Holy ! is rolled about, 
** Holy ! through sky, and sea, and echoing shore/' 
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U. 

Apostles worship thee, 

A glorious companj, 
With the fair brotherhood of prophecy, 

Martjrrs, a valiant band, 

The Church in every land, 
Holy and Catholic confesses Thee. 

Three Persons all confess ; 

The Father first they bless, 
An uncreate, unbounded Majesty ; 

Honoured, and true, and one. 

The everlasting Son, 
And the all-sustaining Spirit of Purity. 

III. 
Thou, Christ, art king alone ! 
Thou, the Eternal Son ! 
When Thou didst take our sorrows on Thy head, 
It seemed not mean to Thee 
In maiden's womb to be ; 
When Thou hadst borne death's sharpness in our stead. 
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To Thee it seemed not great 

To open wide heaven's gate 
To all who tread the way which Thou didst tread ; 

Now by Thy Father's side 

Thou sittest, glorified, 
Destined to be the Judge of quick and dead. 

IV. 

O help us in our need ! 

For them, for them we plead, 
Whom Thine own life-blood did from death deliver! 

O join them to the blest 

Among the saints that rest 
In glory and high triumph ceasing never ! 

Nor leave us desolate, 

But care for Thine estate. 
And govern us and lift us up for ever. 

V. 

To Thee from day to day 
Thanksgivings due we pay, 

F 
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For evermore we will give thanks to Thee. 
This day, O Lord, befriend us, 
This day from sin defend us, 

Look tenderly on us, look tenderly, 
A look of pity bright, 
A splendour of soft light. 

For still in Thee we trust, to Thee we flee. 
And since no foes confound 
Him who Thy help has found, 

Look down, Lord, in pity upon me ! 
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Within a park, one furlong from the gate, 
I asked a hale old man that met my eyes, 
Whose park it was ; he said, '* Dame History's. 
I am a Summer, that hare had my date, 
Long gathered here to all fair things by fate/' 
I passed, and saw other strange prodigies — 
Dead mystics floating at the worldly wise, 
Popes preaching. Papists siding with the State ; 
And what I saw I sang. With sour grimaces, 
Fools sitting on the wall, ** A Papist!" cried, 
" A mjfiiie ! hit true sentimenU are thote ! ** 
I laughed like Chanticleer one hour, then tried 
To make a ballad on their foolish faces. 
In yain ; whate'er I wrote on them — 't was prose. 
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NERO. 

How charmiiig is the soft-tongued lyre, 

The sweetly warbled air ! 
How rich to set the veins on fire 

With kisses and good fare I 
How blest are women I all the day 

They sing and spin at ease. 
They praises hear from lovers gay, 

Live to be pleased and please. 

Let Plautius kennel in the camp, 

If that his genius suits, 
Where varicose centurions tramp 

In vulgar hobnailed boots. 
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Paulinas, if he finds it good, 
Maj slaughter harmless folk, 

May make his fingers smell of blood, 
May sleep upon his cloak. 

But I prefer the quiet life, 

I have a quiet mind ; 
For quarrels, controversy, strife. 

My soul is too refined. 
The foolish people take delight 

To see me play and drive. 
And I indulge them with the sight ; — 

Why should not they too live ? 

Often I wonder whence to me 

This kindly nature came : 
My mother ! — what a shrew was she I- 

A most unpleasant dame ! 
Not much less fair than I, I think, — 

At least, when she was dead ; 
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But ah ! Her voiee I — it made jou shrink 
With every word ihe aaid* 

She was a mortal, that is clear, 

A creature of the earth. 
Subject to weakness, passion, fear. 

Like those of mortal birth ; 
But that adoption took from me 

The coarsenees of my kind. 
Brought godlike equanimity, 

The calm Olympian mind- 

With my Olympian lot I learned 

Celestial high disdain, 
To scatter death where'er I tuniedj 

Yet ne'er to hate the slain ; 
Nor pity nor revenge to know. 

To reign in cloudless joy. 
With twawg of sure, far-striking boiv. 

Preventing rude anuoy- 
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The gods admire me from above ; | 

The mighty Julian line I 

Begard my beauteous face with love, 

And my rich voice divine ; 
Love my high acts divine, the pride 

Of my imperial deeds. 
How laughed they when my mother died, 

When ranting Lucan bleeds ! 

Thy supper had a nasty taste. 

Brother in Orcus there ! 
Dost thou expect me? — make no haste. 

My home is in the air. 
O sweet-voiced, easy-living gods, 

A few more prizes won. 
Up, up to your sublime abodes 

I mount, my triumphs done. 
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A SERMON OF BONIFACE VIII. 

A.D. 1299. 

Sad is thy widowhood, thou bride of Christ I 

Regarded little among selfish friends, 

By brawling kings robbed of thy heritage. 

Thou starrest in the world which was thy dower ; 

The merchants buy and sell thee, and the great 

Despoil thee, and the sophists of the law 

With code and pandect war against thy rights. 

And thy dear Lord, alas ! withdraws from thee 

The gracious looks that were thy daily food. 

Nor lets thee visit any more His tomb, 

To kiss the wounds that for thy sake He bore. 
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But rather loyes to see the miscreant Turk 
In His Jerusalem set up his rest, 
Than the poor wife He deigned to many there. 
Now, brethren, since the thirteenth century 
Of our redemption is this year complete, 
I, your chief pastor, have a word to say, — 
Not to the people in this church alone. 
But to all Christian men in every land, 
Honouring Saint Peter and the Holy See : 
Ye who repent you truly of your sins. 
Of your bad manners and your filthy lusts ; — 
Franks, of your pleasure in this fleeting world; 
Germans, of your excess and drunkenness ; 
Britons of violence, Romans of revenge ; 
All everywhere who heartily repent, 
And are not Greeks, Sicilians, nor Colonnas, 
Nor lawyers, heretics, nor Ghibellines ; 
Let this year be a year of penitence. 
From every land come all and be absolved. 
Let every quarrel, every hateful feud. 
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Be hashed ; let no smith dare to forge a spear ; 
Teach your war-steeds the palfrey's ambling pace, 
And in the hollow of your helms wash off 
The stain of fratricide from Christian hands ; 
Lead forth your wives and children, lock your doors, 
And trust your homesteads to the peace of God : 
Then, staff in hand, to Rome direct your steps, 
And at St. Peter's grave cast off your sins. 
Let Christendom this year wash herself white, 
And holy exorcism drive out the fiends 
That long have built like rooks among the treesj 
Till Christ walk through His fair plantation ground, 
And all the black-winged flock take clamorous flight. 
Let the sad Church make herself sweet and fair. 
And sit in white robes at her widowed gate : 
There let her sit when noon is high, and wait 
And linger there until the stars come out, 
If chance when every other door is shut, 
And every wife her husband sees again. 
With midnight may her lost Love back return. 
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Alas ! that we should bid jou come to Rome, 
Not unto Christ's, but His Apostle's grave ; 
Alas I that His dear grave should be profaned. 
Yet on this rock He chose to build His Church, 
And great is Peter's favour in high heaven. 
Nor think, grossness of our human wits ! 
In one small cave He lies, whose limbs you are. 
He is wherever altars rise to Him, 
And holy hands are lifted up to Him ; 
He is where'er pure hearts go forth to meet Him ; 
No Soldan bars the way to Him but sin. 
Then let the Turks in Palestine live still. 
But drive out those that in jour members live ; 
Drive out the miscreant lusts, the foreigners 
That sacrilegiously invade and hold 
The genuine body of the Lord, His Church ; — 
And He, indignant to be so dishonoured, 
Gave up His visible relics to the Turk ;— 
But drive out these, and I will say no more 
That heathens hold the holy Sepulchre ; 
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And this crusade with spiritual arms 

Shall win more for us than the lance of Godfrey. 

When Christendom before one altar kneels, 

Nor Alps, nor seas, nor enmities divide. 

Nor Canaanite nor Turk disturb us more 

Around the broken body of the Lord ; 

But Christ's true body and blood indeed be there, 

With us, in us, ne'er to be taken from us. 

Let that day come, the thrones of hell shall shake. 
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JACOB BEHMEN. 



This, reader, is the foolish book 

I, hj God's help, have writ ; 
I praj thee herein not to look 

For learning or for wit. 
The Eternal willed me to mend shoes, 

I nerer went to school ; 
I am the man whom God did choose, 

And, if thou wilt, a fool. 

Mock not a fool, or mock thy fill, 
But know that in God's eyes 
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The foolishness of men is still 

More than their wisdom wise. 
Latin is well, and Greek is well, 

And good is well-stitched leather, 
Doctors are good hard names to spell, 

And cobblers in wet weather. 

The Eternal, not for my good deed. 

But of His own good grace, 
Taught me in other books to read, 

And other meanings trace : 
Of things that change, that come and go, 

Vain, sensual mockeries. 
To make no count, but seek to know 

The three Eternities. 

Which I found written on my heart, 

On no frail paper-scroll. 
In no dim ink-stains that depart, 

But graven on the soul ; 
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The eternal, unambiguous speech, 
The nounless, verbless tongue, — 

A Gospel, though /lo preachers preach, 
A hymn, ere hjnms were sung ! 

Upon my mother Nature's knee 

I of my Father heard ; 
Ye wise, forgire the infant's glee, 

Forgive the lisped word : 
I was a thoughtless-happy boy, 

That marks his Father's ways : 
He watches, and in wanton joy 

Mimics them, as he plays. 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



81 



THE POPISH SQUIRE. 



A.D. 1588. 



Good wife, 'tis time that I were gone ; 

And while I am awaj 
Do thou thy best to live alone, 

And think of me and pray. 
Before our Ladj kneel with tears, 

And call on her to save 
Old England from the foreigners 

That seek her o'er the wave. 

a 
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Say, ^' Libera nos, Domine I 

Ftom fagoty rack, and screw ;'* 
Say, ** From proud Spaniards set them free. 

Sweet saints, who trust in you I" 
Ah! those, sweet saints, who you deny ; 

Ah! those who thee revile ; 
Say, " Mother, save from thine ally. 

The dear rebellious isle !" 

Away I to fight for grand Queen Bess, 

'Gainst Philip and the devil ; 
May Mary's grace Her Highness bless, 

And guard from every evil ! 
And Christ forgive it her that she 

Blasphemes His sacrament, 
Nor let the Spaniard's piety 

Cover his fell intent ! 

See Father Francis stays at home» 
Nor falls in mischief's way ; 
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I fear he will too freely roam, 

Expecting soon his day. 
Would my poor brother went with me, 

Who blessed too loud the Pope ; 
Ah, Bess ! one more had fought for thee, 

But for that cruel rope. 
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THE PRINCE OF ORANGE IN 1572. 

Brother, thou seest that we have failed again ; 

I fear thou may'st have learnt despair from this. 

Yet sometimes dare to trust thou hast learnt hope. 

As I have done, indeed : for now, at length. 

Dimly I see the way that we must tread. 

O brother, we have partly been deceived 

By our great wealth and by our ancient name ; 

With princes we have lived, and emperors, 

Who fix with ease the destinies of men, 

And sign death-warrants with convivial hands. 

For ages long the princes of our house 

Have moved on horseback with a mien composed. 

While passers-by have bowed obsequious heads. 
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So we have been misled ; for in this strife 

With the blood-drinking Alva and his lord, 

We still have looked to emperors for aid, 

And hoped that kings would fight for liberty. 

And Liberty herself we have not yet 

Kightly adored, but have too much believed 

That only nobles had an interest in her, 

And not the peasant and the artisan. 

The roughest boor that plods behind his plough, 

The sleekest slave that fawns on you for custom. 

The smirking tailor and nice hairdresser. 

Therefore I thank the merry marriage bells 

That ushered in the curst Bartholomew, 

And Maximilian for his empty words ; 

I thank the nobles for deserting us, 

For they have taught us where to find our strength. 

And in what spirit to begin our task. 

Now see I that 'tis not by patronage. 

Or graceful condescension, we can save 

The trampled poor, but by rough work alone, 
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Bj humiliation lower than the serf, 

By self-devotion more than at the stake, 

High-minded Nassau, if Heaven purge his heart 

Of his nobility, may rescue life. 

And life's salt, freedom, for himself and them. 

Not Freedom's patrons, but her clients, we ; 

Nor with our wealth, but with our hands, we serve her. 

Also I learn that she can ne'er be slain ; 

And though whoe'er betrays her lives accursed. 

Yet she, though all betray her, still is safe. 

For it hath been revealed to me of late, 

God's creature, liberty, hath many forms. 

Nor faints in any clime or element ; 

Place her on bare and famine-stricken rocks. 

She is an eagle, and brings food from far ; 

But where the soil is deep, and air is mild. 

She delves the furrow, a strong, patient ox ; 

Then if the keen north-easter chills the air. 

She mounts a swallow, and flies over sea. 

And now I see her, driven from the towns. 
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And from the plains where she was wont to live, 
Lie like a seal upon the barren beach 
By Brill and Flashing, when the sun is bright ; 
And, when she lists, betake her to the seas, 
And roam the northern sounds and straits at will, 
Making herself at home where'er she goes, 
Bearing God's passport through His universe. 
I will go seek her, brother, on the shores. 
And live with her along the sandj bays. 
And make my sepulchre in Holland with her. 
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THE PRINCE OF ORANGE IN 1672. 

If the base violence of wicked men 
Prevail at last ; if Charles^ to please his lord, 
And Louis for his glory much concerned, 
Must needs snatch from us our sea-rescued plains. 
Which soon the tides will make their own again 
When once the strenuous freemen shall have fled. 
At whose command they ebbed with angry bark ; 
If France must needs prevail and we must yield, 
Then we will yield our lands, but not ourselves. 
Ships we have left that will contain, I judge. 
Two hundred thousand steadfast Hollanders ; 
And 'twixt the realms where our oppressors live 
A heaving highway lies, to Dutchmen known, 
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And to be known hereafter in all lands — 
The highway of the exodus of freedom ! 
Prepare then for departure, citizens ; 
And for the little space that yet remains, 
Make much of home and of your fatherland ; 
Yisit your fathers' graves, take note of all 
The furniture of your ancestral homes, 
And let your hearts take the impression off 
To furnish dreams beside the Southern sea ; 
Fetch home at once your children from the school, 
And in the garden turn them loose to play, 
Nor let them want for marbles, hoops, and balls. 
That in their old age they may tell their boys 
Their home in the cold North was not unsweet. 
K any skilful painter be among you, 
At some resplendent noontide let him sit. 
And paint the busiest street in Amsterdam ; 
Nor let him slur one stain upon a brick. 
Nor smoke-dulled slip of greenery in a window ; 
And every old cathedral let him paint, 
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The columns ranged as in some grove of pines. 

And windows richer than the sunset clouds. 

Wherein the Christ for centuries has smiled. 

And rich-robed haloed saints regarded Him ; 

The Colleges of Leyden and Utrecht, 

The solemn libraries, with portraits hung 

Of Grerard and a Kempis, let him paint, 

And let him paint the Liberator's grave : 

The artist that preserves our Holland for us 

Shall be much honoured in our Southern home. 

So, bearing with us all that can be moved. 

We will weigh anchor to the sound of psahns, 

And winds from heaven shall waft us to the west, 

Between the shores of tyranny on the left 

And the pale cliffs of falsehood on the right ; 

While looking towards the north, our captains tell 

To wondering maidens and exulting boys. 

How through the helpless Medway's mouth they sailed, 

And saw the towering keep of Bochester ; 

While looking towards the south, another group 
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Hangs on the lips of some book-learned man. 
Who tells the tale of Egmont and St. Quentin. 
Till the low-lying shores recede from sight, 
And ancient Europe hide herself in foam, 
Mother of heroes, nurse of beauteous arts, 
Of serious letters and high Christian truth, 
Eich bower of beauty, garden fenced with men, 
And gorgeous with all blooms of womanhood. 
Temple inviolate of faith and truth 
And liberty — until the iron time. 
She for a while shall seem to us far off, 
A speck of dimness on the sunbright shield, 
A roughness on the fine encircling thread. 
Until the horizon show a perfect ring, 
And the free nation ride on vaster waves, 
Plunge onward into more transparent seas. 
Under more deep ambrosial domes of night. 
Into that second Holland like the first, 
But glad with fuller harvests, richer fruits. 
Where neither Frenchmen nor rude seas encroach. 
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THE GIRONDISTS, 1793. 

How faintly under flaring light, 

And in this dungeon cell, 
Shine flowers that wont in gardens bright 

Beneath the sun to dwell ! 
So faintly shine our bye-gone lives. 

That but in memory bloom, 
Such doubtful light the future gives 

Beyond the certain tomb. 

I know not, friends, why we should grieve. 

Mine is a quiet breast ; 
I find no joy in what we leave. 

And we have need of rest ; 
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As this fair banquet's festal mirth 

To that Convention's din, 
Happier than all on this rude earth 

Are they who sleep within. 

We tried to graft the dear old tree, 

But 'twas too old a growth ; 
Wiser is Robespierre than we, — 

He fells it, nothing loth. 
But will he prosper ? — I trow not, 

He ploughs too thin a soil ; 
The people are a trifling lot. 

And freedom comes by toil. 

Somehow we have been bom too late, 

And France is not our home ; 
Yes, friends, we have mista'en the date. 

And missed the way to Rome. 
Ha ! 'twas a blunder after all. 

Hence all this shame and sorrow ; 
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'T was one of those mishaps will fall. 
And shall come right to-morrow. 

Well then I to France we leave our blood. 

To enrich her barren fields, 
And leave our sanguine hopes of good 

From what the future yields ; 
Beserving some to cheer us there 

Where we would fain not blench, 
When Conscience shall true witness bear. 

And God be on the bench. 
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THE HERO. 

Oh ! born to toil more than the sons of men, 

Few days, but long with labour, shalt thou see. 

Rest is for others ; — thou shalt have it then 

When death — late, lovely death — shall set thee free. 

Complain not thou — nay, thou wilt not complain; 

Complaints avail not, and the time is short. 

But arm thyself! Now wakes the hostile train — 

Now stirs the camp — day dawns — steeds neigh and 

snort — 
In the fresh morning hums the gathering fight. 
Rest is behind thee ; say good-bye to ease, 
Good-bye to joy, good-bye to pleasures bright; 
Grood-bye, the dear inheritance of peace I 

H 
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A strife begins that shall not soon be o'er, 
Although thj shoulders tire and faint knees quake. 
Although thy skin be fat with sweat and gore, 
Though thirst consume thy soul, though terrors shake. 
Though thy brave comrades drop down one by one, 
While vaster globes of foemen blacken round thee. 
Though fluid vault of shafts exclude the sun, 
And banded plagues press nearer to confound thee. 

O hero, such a strife before thee lies, 
Such long heart-wasting misery of toil. 
Be valiant still, for glorious is the prize ; 
Tire not, let none deceive thee, let none foil ; 
Ask not why such hard fate was writ for thee, 
"Say not thou wilt forego the prize for rest ; 
Heaven little recks what thou wouldst choose to be, 
Ordaining for thee as Himself sees best. 
All coward cares, all craven tears He spurns, 
And bids thee march with voice of stem command. 
The angry spot upon His forehead bums, 
He turns His back on those who begging stand* 
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Oh, understand Him well, march bravely on, 
It will be better for thee in the close ; 
Thou shalt admire at what thyself hast done, 
And say the better path was that He chose, 
When at the even-tide the fight shall cease, 
And the stars find thee sleeping 'neath thy shield, 
Beneath thy dinted shield, wrapt round with peace, 
Sleeping the sweet sleep of the battle-field. 

Say'st thou, ^-^ And must I fall when all is done, 
And lose at last the victory I sought ?" 

What namest thou victory — a battle won ? 

It means in heaven a battle bravely fought. 

The victory is thine, and more than so ; 

He but half conquers who survives the strife. 

Thy work is done — what further couldst thou do ? 

Bless thy good quittance from superfluous life. 

Oh, happy victory! oh, happy rest! 

Oh, wreath of victory more rich than spring I 

Oh, rest of the dead brave, which none molest, 

Whose name is on men's lips, whom poets sing ! 
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It is not death, however men name it death. 
It is not sleep, though I have called it sleep, 
That comes to heroes tired of drawing hreath. 
Tired of long care, the watches that they keep. 
The hlows that shake their bodies and their brains, 
The weakness, the fatigue, the feverous heat ; 
Not sleep, not death, — a happier change remains, 
A marvellous transfiguration sweet, 
For such brave souls decreed, that they may cease 
To toil, to drag the limb, to heave the sigh. 
Yet still abide, and hear their fame in peace. 
The threadbare fleshly wrappings are laid by, 
The tender, much-bruised flesh, and in its place, 
In shining limbs of marble they are drest. 
Such as nor time nor anxious thoughts deface. 
Not made for motion but for changeless rest— 
Enough, I ween, of motion they have had. 
Then in some high cathedral's echoing choir. 
On pedestal or cushion for them made. 
Where thronging people day by day admire. 
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The marble heroes stand or lie at ease, 
Delighted with the organ's mighty sound, 
Bathing in blue and crimson radiances, 
By stained sunlight richly poured around. 
In mail of marble fortified from care, 
From fretful motion chained and deaf to blame, 
Blessed and calm they stand together there ; 
Below 'the children prattle of their fame. 
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THE COMPLAINT OF DRYASDUST. 

I WAKDEB free in dewy lawns, 

Beside the wholesome flowers. 
Amidst the joy of summer dawns, 

The peace of noontide hours ; 
And yet I never see the rose, 

Nor dewdrop's bard-loved sheen. 
Unseen the sunlight comes and goes, 

And culminates unseen. 

The rose I can remember yet, 
And cowslips of the spring ; 

Ne'er let me the blue heavens forget. 
Nor how the thrushes sing. 
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May jet in dreams the fresh delight 

Return of distant years, 
Before I learned to reason right, 

Or lost my eyes and ears. 

StiU let the thought abide with me 

Of that soft floor of grass, 
Where those new cowslips laughed to see 

A human being pass ; 
'Twas the first man the babes had seen, 

The new-born babes of spring. 
So innocently on the green 

Standing and wondering. 

Ah 1 live the memory of the flowers 

That used to grow on earth, 
Fair children of the liberal hours. 

The hours of Nature's mirth ; 
Infant, ingenuous, bashful race, 

Yet loving to be praised. 
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Others more bold in pride of place> 
On firmer columns raised. 

Men saj that still the roses blow. 

Still delicately bright, 
But only phantoms vain they show, 

Cheats practised on the sight. 
Man ! for some simpler subject keep 

Thy hollow juggleries, 
The fiowers that visit me in sleep 

More real are than these. . 

• 
Far less ingenuous are the books 

That modern springs produce, 
Infants of far less healthy looks. 

The pale pert slaves of use. 
Oh, for the breeze-swept, bird-swept blue, 

The blaze, the spangled gloom ! 
What made me choose the changeless hue 

Of this still reading-room ? 
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'Tis vain to ask or grieve ; but thou 

Remember it, O Muse ! 
For thee I bear what pains me now, 

My childish pleasures lose. 
I am a martyr for thy sake, 

The martyr's crown I claim ; 
Amends for all I forfeit make 

In learning, fortune, fame. 
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ANSWER. 

DisiKTERsma out of dust 

The sense of ancient terms ! 
O boon companion of the rust, 

And diner with the worms ! 
Thine eyes and ears are gone from thee, 

To thee is nothing fair ; 
Thou hast refused the life and glee 

All Nature's children share. 

Yet wisdom, I could never hear. 
With gladness lives at strife, 

Or stream of learning, fresh and clear. 
Disturbs the stream of life ; 
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Favours divine thou dost refuse, 

A Grod thou dost despise ; 
Look not to bribe the blessed Muse 

Bj such proud sacrifice. 

Court not the Muse ambition slj, 

Thou wilt not win her grace ; 
Intrude not on her mystery, 

Force not her secret place : 
Who sighs a modest vow to her 

Shall never lose his prayer ; 
From selfish,, proud petitioner, 

She turns with ruffled air. 

Blessed who decently attend 

Before her palace gates, 
Nor servile knees like bondmen bend 

To her who bondage hates ; 
To them the earth, and skies, and seas. 

No cold neglect repay, 
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Nor e*er the flowers refuse to please 
Who never turned away. 

But for her chosen ones shall she 

Another sense provide, 
That they may see what others see, 

No less, but much beside ; 
All glorious things that Time conceals, 

That distance makes more dear, 
All glorious things the Muse reveals. 

Makes all things now and here. 

But you unhappy, who with show 

Of more officious zeal. 
With Pharisaic ardour go 

Her earliest gifts to steal ; 
Fanatics, whom no love inspires. 

No love, but lust of gain, 
In fulsome phrase your mean desires 

You strive to hide in vain. 
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Yoa say the gate, no doubt, is strait, 

No conquest without strife ; 
Alas ! not everj narrow gate, 

Believe me, leads to life. 
Though now you sigh, another sigh 

Be sure remains for you ; 
When all the world has passed you by. 

The Muse will do so too. 
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IDDO AND ST. LOUIS. 

King, I beard a holy friar 

Preaching the new crusade ; 
Mass ! how the people's hearts took fire ; 

Mass ! how he preached and prayed ! 

He told us of the H0I7 Land 

To which the Knights were going, — 
A spicy land, by zephyrs fanned. 

With milk and honey flowing. 

There the good knight. Sir Joshua, 
Great fame and honour won ; 

Mary — such grace he had with her — 
To stead him, stayed the sun. 
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The maids are fair, and soft the air, 

And broad lands will be given, 
And each Crusader dying there 

Strays on kind breeze to heaven. 

Then all the people prayed for strength 

The miscreants to slaughter, 
And I, long listening, felt at length 

My mouth begin to water. 

And with one voice we praised the Lord, 

Who orders all things well. 
Who gives his knights a rich reward. 

The Turks a burning hell. 

But then came rushing through the crowd 

A dame with furious face, 
And as she went she cried aloud, 

" Give place, false loons ! give place ! " 
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The townsfolk knew the crack*brained thing : 

Her right hand held a pan 
Of burning coals ; her left, Sir King, 

Carried a water-can. 

The people cried, " What means the pan 
Thy right hand bears, good mother ? 

What mean'st thou hj the water-can 
Thou carriest in the other?" 

" What means my pan ? what means my can ? 

Ye do well to inquire ; 
To burn up Paradise the pan, 

The can to quench hell-fire. 

When there's no heaven to inherit, 

Nor hell to suffer in, 
God shall be loved for God's own merit, 

And feared for man's own sin." 
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Lobg mused he at the dame's mad jest, 

Louis, of France the pride, 
More dear to Christ than pope or priest ; 

And thus the saint replied : 

" Meseems the dame and jou, Iddo, 

Were both alike abroad, 
She parting God from bliss, Iddo, 

You parting bliss from God, 

For He in bale can bless, Iddo, 

And He in bliss can ban. 
And small need of the coals, Iddo, 

And small need of the can." 



This ballad is built upon a very confused recollection of a story 
told by Jeremy Taylor in one of his sermons. Iddo the rude 
knight should have been Ivo, Bishop of Chartres. 
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SONG. 



Cease, monotonous note ! 

Cease, vile drum, cease ! 
Hush, bugle, thy throat ! 

Hold thy peace, hold thy peace. 
DuU tramp, sound no more, 

I sicken to hear thee ; 
Hush, wild (fannon roar ! 

My tired nerves fear thee. 

Soft sleep, round me stream ; 
Oblivion, come thou ; 
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The noise of a dream 

Were too loud for me now. 

Come back, timeless night 
Of the world ere my birth ; 

Hash sound, vanish sight, 
Die remembrance of earth. 

Let me rest, let me rest. 

Let me sleep, and not know 
How my arms cross my breast, 

How the days come and go ; 
Let me sleep night and morning. 

Sleep battles away, 
Then awaken at dawning, 

And dream on till day. 

If the first sound I hear 
Is the laugh of a child, 

I will wake without fear, 
With the world reconciled ; 
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But if soldiers are nigh, 
If the bugle sounds, then 

I will turn where I lie, 
And slumber again. 

Once I said, *^ Let me roam ; 

Poor creatures are they 
Who linger at home 

And dream life away.** 
" Let me rest," now I say ; 

" Life fleets while we roam ; 
Thrice happy are they 

Who cast anchor at home." 
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THE OCTOGENARIAN POET. 

The evening thickens — it is late ; 

Wait, wait ; 
The softening sun is in the west ; 

Wait, wait a little. 
And thou shalt be at rest. 

Thine early friends have bowed to fate- 

Wait, wait ; 
The homely souls that loved thee best ; 

Wait, wait a little, 
Thou, too, shalt be at rest. 
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Thy mother saith thou comest late ! 

Wait, wait; 
Old man, thou longest for her breast: 
Wait, wait a little, 
Thou soon shalt be at rest. 

Thy friends are gone that came more late- 
Wait, wait; 
The minds that understood thee best: 
Wait, wait a little, 
Thou, too, shalt be at rest. 

Thy Schiller saith thou comest late ! 

Wait, wait ; 
New friends are weU, old friends are best : 
Wait, wait a little. 
Thou, too, shalt be at rest. 

New names are named of wise and great 

Wait, wait ; 
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For thee to quit the stage is best : 
Wait, wait a little, 
And thou shalt be at rest. 

There thou shalt see the wise and great — 

Wait, wait ; 
There newest shall not pass for best : 
Wait, wait a little. 
And thou shalt be at rest. 

Earth gave thee comfort in thy state — 

Wait, wait ; 
And comfortably on her breast — 
Wait, wait a little — 
Thou soon shalt be at rest. 
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SONNET. 

Spbnsbb, what ailed thee that thou couldst deface 
The glassy clearness of thj smooth-swift stream. 
And the chaste honour of thy faery dream. 

With legend loose and low, far out of place ? 

Couldst thou before thj Plato show thy face, 
Having permitted spots on his high theme, 
And fat opaques of sense to blot the gleam. 

And all the eternal clearness to disgrace ? 
Thou wast not bom to sing in Ovid's strain ; 
O knight, the Una whom thy soul adores 
Weeps seeing thee by yon false witch enticed ; 
Thy Seven Beadmen of thy Fauns complain, 
And of thy Satyrs brawling near the doors. 
Sacred to Pity, Chastity, and Christ. 
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LULLABY ON THE FIELD OF BATTLE. 



Cannon, my love ? no cannon sounded here ; 

Dead men ? no dead men are about thee lying ; 
Close, close thine eyes — forget, forget thy fear; 

Falling asleep thou art, thou art not dying. 
Fly, dismal dream ! a sweeter dream will come ; 
Sleep and forget the trumpet and the drum. 

Sleep and forget ! 

Are women seen where dying men lie scattered ? 

Would thy wife smile upon thee lying there ? 
Oh, look and see a face thou oft hast flattered ! 

Fair, fair it is — look up! for love is fair. 
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Forget the dismal dream, and dream of me ; 
Dream, oh! dream on, and I thj dream will be. 

Dream longer yet ! 

Of me and home, and early summer dawns — 

Of summer dawns, my love, and summer blooms ; 
Dream of the house, my love, and of the lawns ; 
Dream of the fireside, love, and of the rooms ; 
Dream of the name of husband that I gave thee ; 
Dream, oh ! dream on, while I from bad dreams save 
thee. 

Dream longer yet ! 

Dream of the days when we were hand in hand. 
And wondered at the life we lived before ; 

Marriage, we said, was firmest flowery land ; 

The weary waves were whitening far from shore. 

The weary waves were far, but we had rest. 

In wedded peace inseparably blest. 

Dream longer yet ! 
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Dream longer yet, and I will tell thee more ; 

Dream, till the dismal dream depart awaj. 
We said that separate death-in-life was o'er, 

Nor e'er should dawn the dire divorcing day ; 
That I by thee, that thou by my true side 
Living shouldst live, with me when both have died 

United yet ! 

United yet I what force our lives can sever ? 

Death, saidst thou ? what have we to do with death? 
Death is division, we are one for ever. 

Enough of light — there ! softly yield thy breath ! 
Then wait while I yield mine, and linger near ; 
We mix with the dry dust, and feel no fear. 

United yet ! 
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ALTERA JAM TERITUR, &c. 

Into ages new the civil strife advances, 

Totters fated Rome, subverted by her own mad 
force ; 
Vainly once she braved the neighbouring Marsian 
lances, 
Vainly stayed the angry Tuscan in his armed course; 
Matched the Capuan knighthood and the Slave-chief 
in his anger, 
Vainly disappointed Gallic treason double-dyed ; 
Budged not for the Punic scourge, our grandsires' hate 
and danger, 
Budged not for the fierce invasion of Grermanic 
hordes blue-eyed ; 
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Fated men are we, a damned generation, 

Savage beasts once more shall make our native soil 
their home ; 
Feet of barbarous victor spurn the ashes of our nation, 
Loud invading horse-hoof smite the pavements of 
our Bome ; 
Smite and scatter heedlessly the ashes of our founder, 
Which the sunlight peers not into, which the raving 
tempest spares. 
But you ask, — ^perchance the people, or perchance the 
sounder 
Part, — " What help ? and how may we escape such 
woeful cares ? 
Citizens, be ruled by me. There goes a story 

How the people of Phocaea swore a mighty oath 
and fled, 
Left their farms and left their homes, and temples of 
their glory. 
Kennels where the boar^ and wolf might lay his 
hungry head. 
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Why not rise like them and flee, where'er joar foot- 
steps lead you, 
Where the South or mad South-wester bears you 
o'er the seas ? 
Shall it pass, or who will move amendment? Up, 
and speed you ! 
Man the boat, and may good fortune send a favour- 
able breeze ! 
Only let us swear : When rocks from bed of ocean 
To the surface rise and swim, it shall be guiltless to 
return ; 
We are free to spread the sail again with homeward 
motion, 
When to bathe the Samnian highlands lowly Po 
shall learn ; 
When the peaks of Apennine shall to the sea be carried, 
When unnatural wedlock shall combine the bestial 
kinds. 
When the tigress to the stag disdains not to be mar- 
ried, 
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When the kite his partner in the cushat strangely 
finds, 
When the peaceful herds avoid the lion now no longer, 
When the goat, smooth-skinned, in briny water loves 
to sport. 
By such oaths as these, and any oath yet stronger. 
Barring fond return, let us put bravely from the 
port. 
Bravely you the wiser, let the million sluggish-hearted. 
Let the soft and the despairing on ill-fated cushions 
dream. 
Leave to women lamentations, you not yet from virtue 
parted; 
Let the Tuscan shores flit by you floating down the 
stream. 
Ho! at length the wilful, wandering waves enclose us ; 
Ho! for happy, happy regions; ho! for blessed, 
bounteous isles ! 
There, unploughed, the earth her yearly harvest 
shows us. 
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There the sunnj vintage, all-unpraned, for ever 
smiles ; 
Hangs the berry from the branches of the oliye failing 
never. 
And the fig ungrafted darkens on its parent' tree ; 
Honey trickles from the hollow trunk, and ever 

Sound the quick feet of the water down the hill-side 
tripping free. 
There unbidden to the milk-paib flock the she-goats 
kind and humble, 
Kindly bear again their udders duly prest away ; 
Never dozing sheepfold hears the bear at evening 
grumble, 
Never from the sward upswells the viper on his 
prey. 
There how oft our happy eyes shall gaze with wonder, 
When the wet East drenches not the corn with 
driving shower, 
When the fattening seeds remain unscorched the dry 
clods under, 
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Each extreme so fairly tempered by King Jove'?' 
good power. 
Wandering band of Argonauts ne'er moored beside it, 

Wanton witch of Colchis never set thereon her feet, 
Mariners of full-sailed Tyrian galley never spied it, 

Weary crew of Ithaca ne'er touched the happy seat. 
There no foul contagion wanders, cattle-hating. 

No malignant scorching planet to consume the flock; 
Jupiter, the golden age with brass contaminating. 

Set apart this happy region for the pious stock ; 
Now, the brazen time once more with iron obdurating, 

He has left them, if you trust me, a safe refuge on 
this rock. 
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EHEU FUGACES, &c. 

Ah, friend ! day hurries after daj ; 
For piety is no delay ; 

Thy wrinkles will not wait, 

Nor age nor certain fate. 
Nay ! feed with triple hecatomb 
Each day the tearless king of doom ; 

It boots not, that sad bourne 

Which Tityus forlorn, 
Which threefold Geryon circles round, 
Whatever breathes on mortal ground, 

Monarchs and ploughmen poor, 

Alike must ferry o'er. 
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In vain from war and blows you flee, 
And breakers hoarse of Adrian sea ; 

In vain you run from death 

In autumn's noxious breath. 
Those eyes must see the dull, sad waters, 
Flow darkling; the Greek king's curst daughters, 

And toil-damned Sisyphus, 

Base son of ^olus ; 
But see no more fields, home, and smile 
Of wife ; the trees you loved erewhile 

Own other masters now. 

Save one sad cypress bough. 
The wiser spendthrift comes to drain 
Wine fifty-fold secured in vain, 

And on the pavement waste 

Juice pontiffs seldom taste. 
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OTIUM DIVOS, &c. 

Amtd the waste ^gean calls 

On heaven for rest the affrighted crew, 
When o'er the moon a curtain falls, 

And dims the starlight to their view. 

For rest, the raging Thracian bold ; 

For rest, the quiver-suited Mede ; 
They will not buy it, friend, for gold, 

Nor purple dye, nor glittering bead. 

For neither wealth of purse, nor crowd 
Of consuls* lictors keep aloof 

The mob of thoughts complaining loud, 
The cares that flap the fretted roof. 
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He leads the happy life, yet spares, 
Whose father's salt-cellar is bright 

On frugal board, nor sordid cares 
Nor fears disturb his slumbers light. 

Why often shoot ? why restless climb ? 

For brief enjoyment greatly dare ? 
Why bootless run from clime to clime ? 

Thy home is left, thyself is there. 

She mounts the galley's prow brass-bright, 
The squadrons leave her not behind, 

Corroding care ! a stag in flight, 
Or like the cloud-compelling wind. 

Is thy mind light in present hour ? 

Bless thee from thoughts of what's to fall ; 
Sweeten with stolid smile the sour, 

No bliss is perfect all-in-all. 
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To great AchiUes death came sooiiy 
While slow age wore Tithonus out ; 

And Time to thee will hold the boon, 
Perchance, which I must go without. 

Thou seest a hundred oxen feed, 
Around thee low Sicilian kine ; 

Thou hearest the neigh of chariot steed. 
The twice-dyed woollen robe is thine. 

To me, too, fate has been sincere, — 
She gave me lands, of small extent, 

A trifling Grecian voice and ear, 
A mob-detesting temperament. 
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FROM THE PH(ENISS^ OF EURIPIDES. 

Jocasta. Banished ? what's banished ? Is it a dread- 
ful thing ? 

Polynices, More dreadful in the suffering than the 
telling. 

J. And wherein stands it ? what's the exile's sore ? 

P. Foremost and hardest, that his tongue is tied. 

J". O slave ! that may not say the thing he will. 

P. The fooleries of great men he must bear. 

J, weariness I with fools to play the fool. 

P. Unnaturally he must toil for pence. 

J, Hope is the exile's meat, the proverb says. 

P. A world of smiles she gives, but still delays. 

J, Does not e'en time declare her emptiness ? 

P. Some fatal fascination she hath in her. 
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J, Well I and where fed'st thou till thy match enriched 

thee? 
P, Some days I found provision, some days none. 
J, Could not thy father's friends and guests assist 

thee? 
P, No luck, no friends — put money in thy purse. 
J, Did not thy noble birth uplift thee high ? 
P. Alack the lean purse ! birth brought me no dinners. 
J, The fatherland seems a most precious thing ! 
P. No words of thine fcan ever tell how precious ! 



EPIGRAM. 

Our ancestors lived in a starry night, 

And we in a cloudy day, 
They saw clearer than we the source of their light, 

But we have more light than they. 
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TO THE PATIENT READER. 



And is there still a reader near ? 

Thy patience I commend ; 
Endure one other song to hear, 

One, ere thy journey's end. 
Thou, who hast listened long and well, 

O turn not hence away, 
Till in thy courteous ear I tell 

Who sang to thee this day. 



No poet ; not to him the eye 
Glancing from earth to heaven, 

The starry dream, the glow, the sigh, 
The childlike heart were given. 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



138 TO THE PATIENT READER. 

No glorioas shapes about him throng. 
No pomps of heaven go by, 

Inviting speech, provoking song, 
Awakening ecstasy. 



Of beauty no more sense hath he. 

More love than other men ; 
He writes with pain ; not willingly 

He takes in hand the pen. 
Some quiet joy he takes to dress 

Clear sense in well-matched line, 
Thoughts delicately to express, 

Not vulgar, not divine. 



Yet boasts he that he never ran 
From simple speech afraid, 

Speaks English like a gentleman, 
Not like a lady's maid ; 
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Hates dictionary words, not words 

Nor representing aught, 
More than the brainless talk of birds, 

Save vacancy of thought. 



To him all honest words and plain 

Poetical shall be, 
He dares to name a railway train 

A train at Coventry. 
No high-spiced cates of him demand, 

But homeliest bread-and-butter. 
Words fit for girls to understand. 

But fit for men to utter. 



And yet to boast becomes him ill. 
Forgiveness more he needs, — 

Forgiveness from the injured quill 
That writes, the world that reads. 
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Oh ! of all slaves to letters, those 
Most hapless sure must be, 

Who lack the soberness for prose, 
The soul for poesy. 



O me ! the world is bare of pence, 

But rich in wits and men, 
A dearth of pence, a glut of sense. 

Full many a cunning pen. 
To each his talent : well ! let each 

Employ it as he may ; 
E'en this poor trick of measured speech 

May turn to good some day. 
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